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A Long Rosary Enters 
Through The Blue Door 


By Catherine de Hueck 


Of course every city 


knows them. Those strange 


men with long hair and unkempt beards that haunt vari- 
ous churches. They kneel, usually, in a front pew, seem- 


ingly lost to their surroundings, praying, dreaming... 
strange live statues! 


just kneeling... 


or 


A Long Time Ago 
Who are they? No one seems to know. Few care. 
Most laugh at them. Are they saints? Psychos? Few trouble 
to find out. Less come within sitting distance of them. 
For they smell of the great unwashed. And who knows 


but one might carry away 
stranger? 

They live, these lonely 
men, these strange men, as 
mere shadows of a big city. 

One of them came through 
our Blue Door. 

It was on a late Spring 
day, when the light seems to 
linger, and is loath to let 
the night take over. (While 
the two discuss their rights, 
twilight slips in unnoticed; 
time stands still, being 
neither day nor night; and 
things become shadowy, and 
unreal. It is too early to put 
on lights .. . and too expen- 
sive for us.) 

It was during such an hour 
that John walked in. Dil- 
apidated slippers on his feet. 
Toes sticking out, here and 
there. An indescribable gar- 
ment, that could pass for a 
frock coat, tied with a string 
around the waist, covered 
his thin frame. The frayed 
cuffs of trousers could be 
seen peeking out from under 
it. 
His long hair fell in cas- 
cades of rich brown, and 
blended with a beard of the 
same color. His hands were 
clean with long, tapering 
aristocratic fingers — that 
clutched a huge fifteen-de- 
cade rosary. 

“I Believe In God” 

Out of the twilight he 
came, like some man from 
a far and distant land. He 


bowed low before the big}... 


crucifix that adorned our 
wall, and then to the assem- 
bled company, the staff of 
Friendship House and _ the 
brothers Christopher. And 
then, quietly, he knelt in a 
corner and began the Ros- 


His voice was soft, low, 
cultured. Every word came 
distinctly, beautifully, enun- 
ciated. He did not ask any- 
one to join him . . . but some- 
how we all did. 

It was a long Rosary, but 
it did not seem long. When 
it was over we Offered the 
visitor food. Smilingly, he 
declined. He promised to be 
back .. . then bowing to God 
and us... he went out, van- 
ished in the darkening twi- 
light that was almost night. 

Spring turned to Summer, 
and Summer gave way to 
Autumn and cold sleety rains 
driven by- chilling winds. 
Every week saw John return. 
Every week, like a ritual, he 
went through the same 
gestures .. . and fifteen de- 
cades of the Rosary. And 





some live memento of the 


those present always joined 
in. 
Coals And Colds 

Poverty lived with us then. 
Coal was rationed just so. 
Enough to heat the place; 
never enough to make it 
really warm. The building 
was old. Through the cracks 
in the walls, where my desk 
stood, the wind whistled its 
cold tunes. Half the time I 
felt chilled to the very mar- 
row of my bones. 

One by one our staff, and 
many of the Christophers, 
sccumbed to*more or less 
severe colds. All recovered. 
Then I got sick. It took me 
by surprise. One moment I 
was well. The next I was 
shaking so that my teeth 
rattled. I was cold. Then I 
burned. 

In bed, an hour or so later, 
I alternated between fever 
and chills. I know very little 
of what happened... except 

. . So those who nursed me 
said . . . I kept praying for 
coal...and complained 
there was too much of it. 

I screamed from a pain I 
do not remember having felt 
. . . but perhaps I could not 
feel anything, for my tem- 
perature was above 105... 
or so they said. 

I had two big abscesses in 
my ears. A doctor finally 
ordered me to the hospital 
and the Staff was fran- 
tically phoning our many 
friends, trying to raise the 
price of an ambulance... 
for that is how I had to go, 
said the doctor. It was the 
tenth day of my illness... 
so they said. 

The Blue Door Opens 

All arrangements had 
been made. The hospital bed 
ready. The ambulance was 
coming at 7 p.m. 

It was around 4 p.m. of 
that day John walked in. To 
the astonishment of all, he 
asked how I was. He had not 
been at Friendship House 
during those ten days of my 
illness. 

Many voices at once told 
him the news. I was to be 
operated on. I was due at 
the hospital in a few hours. 

For the first time since 
Spring, John spoke at length. 
Calmly he announced that 
all this was unnecessary... 
that all everyone had to do, 
was to join him in a Rosary, 
and ask Our Lady to cure 
me. 

Sheepishly the staff work- 


| fn. 
| very slowly. Almost an hour 





ers and the brothers Chris- 
topher .. . of all denomin- 
ations ... some 75 were there 
at the time... looked at one 
another. John knelt and 
started the beads. All joined 
This time he said them 


passed before they were 
through, they said. 

The time was 5 p.m. The 
hoarse old clock said loudly. 

In the meantime, during 
that hour, my nurse _ told 
everyone, I was _ tossing, 
screaming, moaning, acting 
like a soul possessed. I was 
delirious, I suppose, and 
oblivious to everything. 
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At 5 o’cock sharp, I, so 
they say, screamed once, 
more loudly than before. 
Then I turned around and 
fell asleep. 

The Blue Door Shuts 

At 6 o'clock I woke up, 
demanded food, and wanted 
to know what all that pus 
was doing on my pillow. 

They took my “temp”, and 
it was normal! 

The doctor was sent for. 
He announced that both ab- 
scesses in each ear had burst, 
evidently simultaneously. I 
didn’t need the ambulance. 
I didn’t need the hospital. I 
didn’t need the doctor. In a 
few days I was up and 
around again, entirelv well. 

No one saw John again. I 
looked high and low for him 
to thank him for his prayers, 
but once the Blue Door clos- 
ed behind him he did not 
come back. 

Of course every city knows 
them .. . these strange men 
with long hair and matted 
long beards . . . who pray for 
hours in filled or empty Ca- 
tholic Churches. Who are 
they? Sick men or saints. . ? 
Few care. Only God knows! 

But I never forgot John of 
the cultured voice . . . who 
once... for a while... came 
through the Blue Door so 
regulary to say his long, long 
Rosary. 

A modern Joseph Labre? 
Perhaps. But to me he is 
always JOHN OF OUR 
BLESSED LADY. 


Burma Missioner Tells 
Of Martyrs And Menus 


Things must be frightful for the missionaries in 
Burma. Here’s one of them, 


Rev. U. Bordin, S.D.B., 112 


Commissioner Road (P.O. Box 698, Rangoon, who starts 


a letter to us by saying that two of 
recently martyred “by insurgents,” 


about food. 


his friends were 
then starts talking 


When missionaries talk about food, one feels they 


must be close to starvation. 
Help The Missions 

“They are martyrs,” Fath- 
er Bordin says, “and surely 
have already attained the 
Beatific Vision. But it is a 
dreadfui strain to our mis- 
sions, where the missionar- 
ies are so few, and where it 
is extremely difficult to get 
entry visas for new ones.” 

Almost abruptly then he 
begins to remember days 
when he ate regularly — 
though what he ate may not 
have been regular. 

“A long time has elapsed,” 
he writes, ‘“‘yet I cannot for- 
get a meal served some com- 
panions and myself at So- 
bar, on the south slopes of 
the Khassi hills in Assam. 
The Khassis are a very hos- 
pitable, kind, jovial, and 
generous people. Imagine 
thirty of us young Salesians 
going from village to village, 
with our. superiors, and 
never having to bother about 
food or lodging. The  vil- 
lagers used to supply us with 
everything. They even ser- 
enaded us to sleep! 

“Sobar was an _ entirely 
pagan village. There was not 
one Christian there at the 
time. Now there are many. 
The Khassis are lovers of 
music, and_ exceptionally 
quick at catching a tune. We 
arrived in one of their vil- 
lages early in the morning. 
They watched us as we cele- 
brated High Mass, and then 
invited us to breakfast. We 
had walked quite a long dis- 
tance and we were all young, 
and we had fine appetites. 

Anything For God 

“Plates of rice and curry 
were on the foor waiting for 
us. Phe rice was of the best, 
and the curry of chicken and 
potatoes. It looked fine, and 
made us more hungry than 
we had been before. We said 
our prayers, squatted on the 
mats, put the plates on our 
knees, mixed a bit of curry 
with the rice, then eagerly 
raised the spoons to our 
mouths. Wulff! 

“We all stopped, simul- 
taneously, mouths open, 
eyes regarding one another 
in wonder. As we _ looked, 
tears filled our eyes. Our 
tonges were burning. So 
were our palates. 

“Valiantly, to be polite, 
we pretended everything 
was all right. We inhaled 
hard, but could not bite 
into the food. Each attempt 
produced fresh pangs in us. 
Had they stewed that curry 
in chilli peppers? Perhaps. 
We had never tasted any- 





thing so hot in all our lives. 





We asked for water and 
drank quarts of it. The 
superior smiled, and encour- 
aged us to continue, while 
tears poured from his red- 
dened eyes. We must not dis- 
appoint our hosts. So we ate 
every scrap of-that food. 
When we were finished we 
were soaked in sweat, but 
happy. We hoped our sacri- 
fice would do much toward 
the conversion of the head- 
man and the village. 


“And it did! 

Even This For His Sake 

“A dear friend of mine, in 
another part of India, was 
promised a special treat after 
Mass. Mass was a_ great 
occasion in this village, for 
the missionary could come 
there only once in a great 
while; and he must hear 
many confessions, baptize 
many babies and some few 
converts, marry various 
couples, and give some in- 
structions in the Faith. 
When he had ended his 
sermon after Mass, it was 
noon. But the special dish 
was not yet ready. He sus- 
pected the natives had gone 
hunting the day before and 
had caught a rabbit, or may- 
be a deer. He felt good. He 
was not an epicure, but he 
did like a bit of nourishing 
food now and then. He wait- 
ed patiently, reading his 
breviary. And he had almost 
finished the office when the 
dish was set before him. 

“He rubbed his eyes. This 
might be a hallucination; 
but he was afraid it wasn’t. 
What he saw were dozens of 
little chrysalises, the pupae 
of insects taken from the 
coccoon and roasted. 

“The missionary thought 
a while. He must try. He 
could not disappoint these 
good Christians. He felt 
something turning over in 
his stomach, fought against 
it, rose and said the longest 
grace before meals he had 
ever said, or ever would say 
again. He swallowed a mor- 
sel, then ran to the river in 
terrible haste. 

Indeed He Was Not Well 

“When he returned he ex- 
plained that he was not well, 
and the fruit of the coccoons 
lay too heavy on his stom- 
ach. He would just have a 
little rice, some salt, and a 
few bananas. 

“Other missionaries have 
been treated to roasted 
snakes, which, they say, 
taste better than chicken; to 
spoiled fish, or ngapyi; to 
tough monkey meat; to fried 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


Silent and rich the land lies, still in the heat 
of the Summer, holding within itself the promise of 
a big harvest. Yellow stands the wheat fields, swaying 
to the music of a slow, lazy summer breeze. Heavier 
and heavier grow the fruit trees with their maturing 
sweet burdens. The smell, pungent and fragrant, of 
new-mowen hay, hangs over the world like incense. 


Red berries hang from bushes, and peek from 
secret nooks in forests and valleys. As far as eye can 
see, the promise of plenty, of fruition, meets its gaze. 


In the even more silent land of faith, and of 
souls, the tree of Love keeps on extending its Perfect 
Fruit, our Lord Jesus Christ. 


Crimson and beautiful, the Precious Blood, the 
Laver of Redemption, flows from Christ’s open 
wounds... feeding... healing... strengthening... 
cleansing. 


Rich harvest of Divine Love, Who became Man, 
to die in an incredible passion of Love — for us! 


Mystery of Mysteries. The Word made flesh for 
the love of us. Living among us! Spilling His Precious 
Blood for the love of us! Why .. .? To lead us to His 
Father .. . “who so loved the world that He sent His 
only Son to Redeem us.” 


How forgotten is this immense .. . and startling 
... verity! How few of us remember it! 


The Church leads us — through Her liturgical year 
and through the Son .. . always to the Father. Christ 
is the Way. The goal... the Sublime end .. . is THE- 
FATHER! How simple... and yet how incompre- 
hensible! 


Mary is the Gate to Christ’s Way . . . Christ 
the Way to the Father! 


How we need to remember this Truth, we 
orphans of the spirit, living in the alien clime of 
materialism, atheism, modern paganism! 


How we need to rediscover GOD THE FATHER, 
in Whom we all exist . . . from Whom all paternity 
stems ... Who has given us Christ, Our Brother... 
and Mary, Our Mother . . . from Whom, if we only ask, 
we shall receive . . . to Whom the only prayer Christ 
ever composed was addressed. 


Let us ask Mary to lead us to Christ, and ask 
Christ to lead us to His Father! 


A Gate opens somewhere. Mary opens to us 
Her Son — The Way. 





” 


But the way, a road, would soon be overgrown 
with weeds or trees, if it did not lead anywhere... 
and if it were not travelled. 


‘But Christ does lead .. . and we should travel 
... TO THE FATHER. 


Let us begin in this month of July . . . this 
month of the Precious Blood . . / spilled .. . that we 
might know and love the Father. For this we were 
created ... that we should go to Him. 


i 


























by Eddie 


I went into the woods the 
other day. It was one of 
those perfect days that come 
only in June, according to 
the poet. (What he meant, 
probably was, that perfect 
June days come only in June. 
Every day is perfect if you 
look at it from its Giver’s 
point of view. A hard view 
to achieve, I'll grant, but 
one keeps trying.) 

It was such-a nice day 
that I was permitted to take 
a trifling walk. I went into 
the woods because I had 
been wondering about things 
there — things like trillums 
and violets and wild roses, 
strawberry plants, this year’s 
blackberry vines, the great 
patches of dancing colum- 
bines, and the clumps of 
birch and poplar trees where 
the firm red mushrooms 
grow. 

Trees Still Stood Up 

They had done well enough 
without my tending, all these 
things. It hadn’t mattered 
to them, at all, that I had 
been so far away. (A man in 
bed is far away from every- 
thing except his thoughts.) 
They would do well what- 
ever happened to me. Even 
if I were never to come back 
to them, they would get 
along all right. They obeyed 


God’s will—léarning it from], 


the sun, the rain, the tem- 
perature, the condition of 
the soil in which they grew, 
the wind, the night, and the 
seasons of the year. That’s 
all they needed. 

I did not stay long, for the 
young birch trees, and the 


poplars and the maples, 
were covered with gray- 
black caterpillars. Every- 


where I looked, the insects 
were crawling, in twos or 
threes, or in groups of a 
dozen or so, up the swaying 
trunks of the little trees, and 
out toward the tender green 
of the leaves on the branch- 
es. 

It was a desecration. Say 
what you will about the 
prospect of millions of but- 
terflies adding the beauty of 
gay wings to the gaudy 
colors of next Autumn’s 
leaves, it was — and still is 
— a desecration. 

Then A Flash of Blue 

As I turned to leave, I saw 
a bird of such a bright blue 
that it thrilled me. Never had 
I seen that exact shade of 
blue before. A flash, and it 
was gone, into the cover of 
some distant copse. And I 
stood still a long time, hop- 
ing to get another look at it. 

I could not help thinking, 
as I went slowly home — 
stopping now and thef: to sit 
on a stone (the softest stones 
I could find) — that slimy 
caterpillars of a _ different 
sort are crawling, these days, 
into the minds of many 
groups of boys and girls; 
and there’s nothing anyone 
can do about it, except to 
pray. 

I kept wondering about 
that blue bird, and trying to 
classify it. I had seen only 
its back; but I was sure it 
was not the regular blue 
bird. It might be the indigo 
bunting or the lazuli bunt- 
ing. It might be the blue’ 
warbler. Well, after all, it 
didn’t matter. It was a bird. 
That’s all that mattered. It 
was a bird, and it was prob- 
ably there to fight the cater- 
pillars. 

Birds Get The Creeps 


Nature is like that. If 
there are too many cater- 
pillars in the woods, she will 
supply insect-eating birds to 
diminish the pests. Before 
the summer is Over we may 
have thousands of colorful 
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orioles in these woods, as 








Doherty 


well as brilliant blue birds. 

Last year, I have been told, 
government agents, worried 
about the fate of forest trees, 
unloosed from low - flying 
planes, millions and millions 
of caterpilamdevouring flies. 
(Man is always interfering 
with nature, upsetting its 
balance, giving it a clumsy 
helping hand. But he does 
it, not to help nature, but 
to help himself. Drat those 
flies! ) 





The caterpillars may spoil 
a lot of trees this summer 
and fall — and lay eggs that 


will crawl around next spring}. . 


to ruin other trees. 

Ideas crawling in the 
minds of youth will ruin a 
lot of boys and girls this 
year, and generate thoughts 


.|that may ruin their children 


ten or a dozen years from 
now. 
We Get The Birds 

Nature will adjust herself. 
For all I know, nature feels 
there are two many birch 
and poplar and maple trees 
in the woods. Maybe she 
meant the caterpillars to do 
just what they are doing. 
Maybe she is simply prepar- 
ing,a feast for thousands of 
beautiful birds. 

I kept thinking of that 
flash of blue all day — and 
for many days afterwards. 
And I kept thinking of 
young minds assailed with 
crawling fancies. Our Lady’s 
mantle is as blue as that 
bird’s back. Or so those say 
who are close to her. Our 
Lady’s mantle is a royal blue, 
and everyone who has seen 
the flash of it, even in a 
dream, has béen spell-bound 
with its beauty. 

Our Lady can get rid of 
all the nasty ideas crawling 
in the brains of boys and 
girls — if the boys and girls 
will let her. Our Lady can 
do most: anything — if we 
let her. . 

Seasons Finger Me 

It has been a queer year 
for me. I have spent much 
time indoors, since I flew 
back from Ireland. The 
weather was unseasonable. 
Fall, Winter, Spring, and 
Summer — each put a firm 
finger against my so-called 
infarcted heart, and kept me 

(Continued on Page Three) 








The B’s Corner 


I have been meditating on 
bookkeeping in Friendship 
House. And that brought me 
to the whole financial set-up 
of this branch of the Lay 
Apostolate of Catholic Ac- 
tion, Friendship House style. 

People often wonder how 
we finance ourselves, the 
growing works, etc. The 
answer is rather simple. BY 
BEGGING. All of us have 
given up the chance to earn 
money. When we join Friend- 
ship House, we have no per- 
sonal possession, no money 
coming in. No one receives 
any salary whatsoever. Cloth- 
ing comes from the clothing 
centre, the second-hand 
room. We use such beds as 
we can get, eat such food 
as God sees fit to send us. 
Medical care, on an humble 
scale, is provided. Nothing 
more. 








We Earn Some Too 

Yet I don’t think I would 
be far out if I stated that the 
combined budgets of all 
branches of Friendship 
House, in the U.S.A. and 
Canada, would run as high 
as a HUNDRED THOUS- 
AND DOLLARS A YEAR, 
OR OVER. 

Our own branch, one of 
the smallest, spent $18,000 
the last fiscal year. Most of 
this was begged. A few 
thousand dollars were “earn- 
ed,” if you will, by those of 
us who possess the talents 
of writing and_ speaking. 
These are the only ways of 
“earning” money open to 
any member of F.H.; because 
they are part of the aposto- 
late itself. 

That brings me back to 
my meditation on BOOK- 
KEEPING. This is an im- 
portant department of every 
F.H. branch . . . for we deal 
with public moneys. We deal 
with LOVE-MONEY .. . for 
only people who love God 
and His ambassadors, the 
poor, will donate to our 
work. Hence we stand ac- 
countable for every penny 
. and we feel that trust 
keenly. 

Our first aim, is to spend 
the minimum on ourselves, 
and the maximum on those 
who need it most; and also 
on the works that will help 
to restore the Kingdom of 
God to God. 

We Keep Trying 

So we try — indeed we do 
— with all our hearts and 
minds, to keep our books 
efficiently. But it is not easy. 
And I want to share with 
you, my beloved friends of 
Restoration, who are part of 
our F.H. family, the reasons 
why it is not easy. 

First consider the book- 
keeper. We must pray to the 
Lord for one. Just now I 
need a_ stenographer, a 
seamstress, and a bookkeep- 
er — one who will lighten 
the treble load Dorothy 
Phillips carries. She is assist- 
ant director, bookkeeper, 
and office manager! Pray we 
do... yet God often sends 
us everyone BUT A BOOK- 
KEEPER! We do not hire 
people . . . so the books suf- 
fer. If there is one thing they 
demand, it is daily attention 
... or they run amuck. 

Then there are the pres- 
sure-points of F.H. We call 
them the DUTIES OF THE 
MOMENT WHICH ARE THE 
DUTIES OF GOD. Just as 
all the books are laid out and 
ready to be attended to... 
Bingo . . . the house is full 
of people... all wanting 
something. Or another de- 
partment has developed a 
bottle-neck, and all must 
rush to the rescue. 

It’s A Conspiracy 

When we had three Staff- 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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Preparation. The word is 
a keynote for all lay apostles 
and Christians. For, upon 
the way we lead this life we 
are preparing for one of 
eternal bliss, or of eternal 
damnation. But within this 
life-long preparation, others 
of smaller magnitude are 
the ones which, totalled to- 
gether, determine the ade- 
quate success of the oniy one 
in which we are vitally in- 
terested. 

One To Get Ready 


Here in Combermere we 
always seem to be getting 
ready for something. It may 
be looking through the cata- 
logues to buy the necessary 
seeds for the garden which 
must be planted a little later. 
Or it may be going over the 
plans for the new chapel. 

These things happened in 
the spring and many other 
preparations were made dur- 
ing that time as well. From 
previous experience we knew 
that summer school would 
be upon us before we would 
be aware of it. And, unless 
we had set all in order we 
would not be able to treat 
our guests as we woud truly 
treat Christ. 

It is not hard to imagine 
what cleaning, scrubbing, 
and preparation of food 
would be done if Christ in 
His humanity were calling 
on us for a week or more. 

One To Get Set 


So, with love, knowing 
that you carry Christ within 
you, St. Joseph’s, our many- 
roomed house, was duly 
scrubbed from ceilings to 
floors. It had lain dormant 
all winter. Windows were 
washed, fresh curtains put 
up, lamps shined and trim- 
med, and oil stoves cleaned 
and refuelled. The beds were 
made up with gay patch- 
work quilts to add a bright 
touch to the century-old 
house. The atmosphere we 
hope is redolent of the love 
that went into that week’s 
work. 

All the other houses — St. 
Peter’s, where the boys stay; 
St. Martha’s, where the girls 
are; and Madonna House 
itself, which is our main 
house — were treated to the 
same routine, if one dares 
to call working in love and 
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joy a routine affair. 
And One To Go 
We must admit, though, 
that one cottage came in for 
very special and tender care. 
St. Catherine’s is across the 
bridge and is surrounded 
and sheltered by large pine 
trees. It is the home of the 
priests who will be here dur- 
ing summer school and 
whom we will have the im- 
mense’ privilege of serving. 
How often we thank Our 
Lady and her Son for the 
many consolations He gives 
us. Being allowed to serve 
His chosen ones is indeed one 
of our greatest joys. 


The gardens were spaded} 


and planted, the apple trees 
sprayed and fertilized. The 
pig-pen was made ready for 
the new piglets; and the hen- 
house resounded with the 
cheeps of the baby chickens. 

During this time it was 
necessary to keep our office 
work up to date. Due to ill- 
ness among the staff work- 
ers last winter, we had a 
large backlog. This also had 
to be dealt with. 

And Five To Help 

But the Lord knew in ad- 
vance what our needs would 
be; and He sent us new staff 
worker applicants to help us. 
Frances came from Geneva, 
N.Y.; Cathy from New Lon- 
don, Conn.; Kathleen from 
Chicago; Jim from Montreal, 
and Georgia from Toronto. 
When the first Summer 
School students arrived all 
was in readiness. 

The plans for the chapel, 
in the meantime, did not lie 
fallow. On May the tenth, 
Mother’s day, the first spade- 
ful was dug, and the ground 
was blessed. The bulldozer 
arrived later, and _ within 
two days the basement was 
dug out and forms’ were 
being made for the pouring 
of cement. The sound of 
hammers still rings gladly in 
our ears as merrily we go on 
begging for Mary. 

We have ploughed the soil 
and raked it of all stones 
and debris. The priests who 
are lecturing are planting 
the seed. We humbly pray 
that the Holy Ghost will 
shower His graces upon our 
work; and that it will bear 
much fruit in Him. 
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we dreamed of five. 
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We got five ... but in the 
meantime God expanded 


the work so that we need 
ten. So it goes. The growth 
of the apostolate ... the un- 
expected urgent needs of 
Christ in His poor, the sea- 
sonal pressure points, such 
as the Christmas rush, the 
Summer School rush, etc., 
all seem to conspire against 
efficient bookkeeping. 

Then too, there is God’s 
love of His Providence. He 
wants us to trust, it seems 
in it completely . . . to be like 
lilies in the fields . . . to live 
by TODAY! Our yesterdays, 
He seems to imply, are His 
.. as are our TOMORROWS. 

TODAY alone is truly 
ours. : 

Well, no sooner is our 
bank balance in the black 
... then HE SENDS, or so 
it seems, emergencies ‘to get 


.us in the RED. Again we 


pray and beg . . . and the 
story repeats itself. 

We are utterly acceptant 
... for 23 years in the apos- 
tolate has taught us a pro- 
found lesson. God WILL 
provide . . . and God is never 
outdone in generosity. But 
the bookkeeping; what havoc 
such tactics play with it. 
The never-be-sure-of - your - 





bank-balance-stuff truly de- 
mands; sanctity from book- 
keepers in F.H. 
About That Petty Cash 

The same pressure applies 
to Petty Cash. A hard ac- 
count to keep. You take a 
given sum in cash from the 
bank and then pay emer- 
gencies with it . . . against 
little slips of paper that tell 
what it was used for, when, 
and by whom. So the man- 
ual teaches. But in our 
apostolic life the reality is 
often vastly different. Emer- 
gency... hustle .. . bustle 
... urgency and the 
“little tell-tale slip” is for- 
gotten . . . when the end of 
the month comes $10 or $20, 
or higher amounts, are un- 
traceable . . . and so go into 
MISCELLANEOUS items. 

Yes, I was meditating on 
bookkeeping recently. And it 
came to me... to share my 
“meditations” with you. Be- 
cause you see... . the money 
is YOURS — your LOVE- 
MONEY GIVEN FOR GOD’S 
SAKE ... FOR HIS POOR. 
I wanted you to know’... 
that NOT ONE PENNY OF 
IT IS EVER SPENT EX- 
CEPT WITH THAT END IN 


VIEW. 
Five Per Cent. For Us 
To be exact... as exact 


as we, under the _  circum- 
stances, can be... we, the 





Staff, use about (so the 
chartered accountants say 
who have gone over our 
books — and they ought to 
know) FIVE CENTS, of each 
dollar received, for our own 
few needs... our necessities. 
THE REST ... NINETY- 
FIVE CENTS OF EACH 
DOLLAR, GOES TO THE 
NEEDS OF THE APOSTO- 
LATE ... WHICH ALWAYS 
IS THE NEEDS OF SOULS 
.. . OF GOD IN MAN. 

So if, at times, our finan- 
cial statement puzzles you a 
little (even though checked 
and rechecked by _ people 
who know) it is because we 
keep books according to the 
rhythm of God’s most holy 
will . . . expressed by the 
DUTY OF THE MOMENT 
.. . THE DUTY OF GOD. 

Nothing is wasted 
nothing is lost. All will be 
found BALANCED ON THE 
BALANCE-SHEET OF GOD. 


Our Avebvican. 
Catholic High 
School Boy Grads 


You may have read a lot 
of pessimistic paragraphs a- 
bout the American high 
school boy of today — the 
Catholic graduate who is 
“no better than he should 
be” — the upper classman 
who has just left the in- 
stitute of higher learning 
and does not wish to lower 
himself by manual labor. 
And so forth and so on. No 
promise there, you say! 

But there are other types 
— if you do not know it. 
And one, we are, pleased to 
say, is represented among 
the reportorial staff of a 
Catholic monthly — The 
Shamrock — published by 
the students of St. August- 
ine’s High School, in Austin, 
Minnesota. 

You can be proud of this 
type, illustrated by his own 
editorials, two of which are 
reprinted here. They are 
worth the reading. The first, 
entitled “In Unity There Is 
Strength,” follows: 

By Jon McKallor 

“Ours is a school of mod- 
ern functionalism, ancient 
and true religion, with op- 
portunities, either social, 
scholastic or athletic, for all. 
However, in this modern 
framework, (a place where 
we hang our hats more often 
than we do at home), we 
lack the true spirit which 
welds a school together — 
the spirit of unity. 

“The spirit of disunity 
stands out clearly in the 
small number of fans hud- 
dled in some obscure niche 
of a huge football stadium 
which stands waiting for 
rooters. The spark of a spirit 
of unity, however, might be 
the small group of indivd- 
uals who try their hardest 
to keep the student body 
working together in discus- 
sion of movements concern- 
ing the gay and light school 
dances or the sincere and 
sober efforts of the Sodality. 

Rule of Disunity 

“There are, of course, 
many exceptions to this rule 
of disunity. A false unity 
may appear in the huge 
metropolitan cities whose 
schools’ functions which, be- 
cause they draw crowds, 
have become so commer- 
cialized that the entire 
student body always appears 
for reasons of seeing a good 
show, not of watching class- 
mates battle for just honor 
reaped from a good clean 
victory. 

“However, victory often 
may not be told by the tally 
on. the scoreboard, but by 
the manner in which a team 
has lost. Sounds funny? 

















Maybe, but even in defeat 
we sometimes find our great- 
est victory. For it is after 
a team has been beaten that 
it learns that all the stress 
and emphasis on teamwork 
is not something to be taken 
lightly, but is a lesson to be 
remembered and applied at 
all times. 

“That sends us right back 
to school again, away from 
the humdrum people who 
are shoving for tickets, push- 
ing for seats and then com- 
plaining if the performer 
fails to live up to “pro”’ style. 
Back to school. 

“Perhaps now the boy in 
the back seat who fails to 
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make good use of his time 
in English class, but never 
seems to misuse a _ golden 
opportunity to pick up a few 
more yards or drop in a few 
more points, will suddenly 
begin to realize the value of 
unity and teamwork in 
school as well as in sports. 
Profit*and Loss 

“And of defeat? I believe 
any game lost in high school 
is more than made up for in 
other ways if amid the tears 
of losing, some young boy 
proved himself a man; but 
more than that, a man deep- 
ly imbued with the import- 
ant quality of teamwork — 
of unity.” 

The second, also written 
by John McKallor, is like- 
wise worth reprinting. Here 
it is in its entirety. 

“Here we are, just inside 
the doorway of a dream that 
is called a new year, a year 
that will hold for us joys 
and sorrows, triumphs and 
defeats, hope and discour- 
agement. This is especially 
true for us to whom this new 
year will bring a goodbye to 
school days. What joy it will 
be to be out of high school! 
Perhaps it will be a joy if we 
are capable of going into the 
world where business has be- 
‘come a case of ‘catch-as- 
catch-can.” 

Honest and Effort 

“It is here, in school, that 
we will face our great test 
trials squarely by giving our 
chance and _ business ac- 
quaintances honest and sin- 
cere effort in any endeavor. 
Yet we find ourselves fearing 
that we will forget the mor- 
als and principles so stressed 
in high school (we always 
think they go too far) and 
live by the law of greed. Per- 
haps someday, while on the 
brink of decisions, we will 
think back to these student 
times when we began choos- 
ing, began making decisions. 
How often the situation 
arises and we begin asking 
ourselves if we should take 
the easy way out of the test 
and take a peek at Cecil the 
Brain’s paper or should we 
take the mark we deserve. 
Our little decisions in social, 
civics, English and physics 
will someday reflect upon 
our final settlement of trans- 


actions in future business. 

“In those.moments of trial 
may we remember what we 
do now when we are tempted 
to cheat or do anything dis- 
honest. It works in school 
and will work for us all our 
lives—Dearest Jesus, Source 
of all consolation, let me 
know Thy Way! 

Courage and Prayer 

“Many of us will go into 
the world where we may fall 
prey to the evils lurking be- 
hind the masks of beauty 
and harmlessness. In which- 
ever vocation we accept we 
must always walk with God, 
but if we should miss a step, 
falter, and become lost or 
tangled among the evils of 
our otherwise beautiful, 
bountiful world, we will not 
despair. Rather, begging for- 
giveness from His most Mer- 
ciful Heart, we will fill our 
hearts with hope as we re- 
peat this prayer to Him: 
Dearest Jesus, Source of all 
consolation, let me know Thy 
Way.” 





MATINS 


Catherine de Vinck 





~we eee eee 





It is still Thee whom I seek 

When in .the midst of the 
night, which rolls us 

And lifts us until the new 
dawn, 

I wake and carry in my arms 
the crying child, 

The soft little child with 
eyes unmoving Thou hast 
given me, 

Thy most royal Gift. 

And I remain with him in 
the dark, his cheek against 
mine; 

I talk to Thee, leaning over 
him, feeble and threatened 
body, 

Temple of the precious soul 
where Thou dwellest. 

Some time ago, I wasted Thy 
grace and cried 

Without understanding that 
Thy gifts are better than 
-my desires. 

Now, in the hollow of Thy 
night, 

I take my little one in my 
arms 

And blessing Thy name, 

I sing the morning Psalms 
to put him to sleep. 

—_——_Oo-—_- --— 
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get up long enough to finish 
on a mattress. I managed to 
two books, and one booklet, 
and to answer half a dozen 
letters. 

I learned a lot about Our 
Lady, staying where I was. 
_ It was better than walking 
in the woods. It was better 
than flying around the 
world in quest of material 
for books. It was better than 
writing books, or seeing 
them published. 

One little flash of blue can 
compensate for the disgust 
of all- the caterpillars in the 
woods. ~ 


I have missed nothing in 
my “year indoors,” except 
writing to my friends. And, 
someday, if Our Lady grants 
it, time for letter-writing 
will come too; and time for 
a few more books. 








MADONNA HOUSE 
CORDIALLY 
WELCOMES PRIESTS 
IN NEED OF 
VACATION AND REST. 


SPECIAL QUARTERS 
AVAILABLE. 
PRIVACY — QUIET 


NO CHARGE 














Page Four 


RESTORATION 


July—1953 











On The Meaning Of 
The Lay Apostolate 


By E. Martin di Moscato 











So you’ve got a dream. 
You didn’t ask for it. You 
didn’t want it, but you’ve 
got it. Where does it come 
from? I don’t know. Maybe 
you read the life of a saint, 
and you were young enough 
and naive enough to believe 
that the things he did were 
still possible. Maybe you 
watched men suffering and 
searching until you had to 
make a choice between your 
dream and madness. Maybe 
you grew up, as I did, seeing 
all the wrong values placed 
on all the wrong goods. May- 
be the dream was told to 
you. Or maybe, in an idle 
moment when you weren’t 
looking any further than 
your own happiness, it came. 
It does that. Sometimes it 
just comes and stays with 
you. It takes up housekeep- 
ing in all your waking hours, 
and sometimes in the night 
too. 

A Man Curses 

You hear a man curse God 
and you know he isn’t curs- 
ing his Father, but the par- 
ody that some men make 
Him. You hear a man revile 
the Church and you know 
he doesn’t hate Christ; but 
the thing he curses (and 
God curses it too), and the 
thing he hates (and Christ 
cannot tolerate) is the 
hypocrisy of men that cloaks 
injustice and complacency 
with the name of Christian- 
ity. 

You see men lonely and 
you know you're lonely too. 
You look to find a way in 
which you can at least be 
miserable together. You see 
men hungering for love; you 
see men thirst for happiness. 
You know men’s pain and 
desolation, and you learn 
the poverty that is more 
basic than the dirty shack, 
the salt pork gravy; and the 
poverty that is more subtle 
than the unpaid bills. You 
see men steeped in a desti- 
tution that is their lack of 
strength to bear the load or 
better the environment. And 
then you have to make a 
choice between’ your dream 
and madness. There is no 
other choice. 

Bread And Salt 

You cannot sleep again as 
peacefully as before. You 
cannot eat and sit back in 
your wanted satisfaction. 
Because men’s tears have be- 
come your salt and men’s 
agony is sandwiched in your 
bread. You cannot drown 
yourself in pleasure. Every 
joy is fraught with bitter- 
ness. A bottle is poison, and 
gain becomes a mockery. 
And women’s arms become a 
heavy chain. 

For you have looked into 
the Heart of Jesus and have 
glimpsed a little of His desire 
for mankind. You know how 
much He loves men, how He 
wants to love them more. 
You see a world brought 





back to love, humanity res- 
tored to justice, with a vision 
for the future here — and 
hereafter. Your life can 
never be the same again be- 
cause your dream is not your 
own alone. It is God’s dream. 
And that is the meaning of 
the Lay Apostolate. 
“Don’t Bother Me” 

So you take it out to men, 
and you find out men don’t 
want it. They will tell you 
you’re crazy. The bad men, 
the good men and sometimes 
even the holy men. That’s 
hard to take, but somehow 
you have the stamina. Where 
does it come from? The same 
place that the dream came 
from, I guess. 

But when they tell 
you’re UNNECESSARY 
then you almost look upon 
the other as a compliment! 
They will curse you, without 


you 


considering whether or not! 


you merit it. You can bear 
their curses. It’s their laugh- 
ter that is crucifying. 

They will persecute you, 
for men always fight the 
things they do not under- 
stand. It’s easier than trying 
to understand them. But 
you’d take their persecution 
twenty times before you’d 
take their IGNORING you. 

And Your Family 


Your family calls you a 
fool. Your friends are con- 
descending. They make up 
stories about you. “Betty’s 
a social worker in Canada,” 
or “Jim’s doing research in 
New York.” 

Sometime you find there 
are other idiots like you. 
Before you know it, you are 
friends for life, and you be- 
gin to taste a joy that you 
never knew at home. You 
meet the leaders and they 
tell you that they started 
out the same way. Your 
problems are the very ones 
they faced. Best of all your 
solution is the one eaah of 
them found. 

Oh, you don’t agree on 
everything. Don’t kid your- 
self. The Apostles fought like 
cats and dogs. But at least 
you agree on the important 
things, and if the minor 
issues are too much at var- 
iance you move on to an- 
other family where things 
click better. Whatever hap- 
pens you stick to the dream. 
You have to, because it 
sticks to you. 

Born To A Vision 

Thank God it does. Thank 
God in every hour of every 
day that you were born to 
such a vision! It isn’t just a 
dream. It is a way of life. 
It is a way of love. It is in- 
deed the God-Man singing 
His Canticle of Love in us, 
for now, forever. 

If your work fails, or if you 
fail the work, remember 
this: that time is long en- 
during, but your time is 
short; your life is only a 
rapid note in a tremendous 
symphony. If your dream is 
not realized in your time, 
God will have it in another. 

We do not understand 
why some men live before 
the world is ready for their 
living, or why the world 
rejects them, even though 
it needs them, and succeeds, 


| perhaps, 


in burying their 
vision in obscurity. It is, as 
I have said, God’s dream. He 
speaks His ardor in us softly 
at the first; and then in con- 
stantly increasing volume, 
until finally He cries His 
love. 

His love will not be silent 
and He will not permit it to 
be silenced. He will speak it, 
and when we are Home with 
Him we will know that 
everything we desired for 
His love has been accom- 
plished. 

Have courage. Do the 
labor of an apostle. You can 
never fail, not really. You 
are chosen; and the mystery 
of your election is in God’s 
design. Who walk with Him 
walk not in darkness. For 
them the shadows’ vanish 
and the Day that is their 
destiny breaks soon! 
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The Story 
Of A Cross 


When St. Don Bosco was 
alive he was a dreamer of 
dreams. Sometimes. the 
dreams were more than 
dreams. Often they guided 
his actions. Now, it seems, 
he helps his spiritual sons 
in their work, by sending 
dreams to others. 

This is the story of such 
a dream. This is the story of 
Maung Bo, a Burmese Bud- 
dhist of the type most mis- 
sionaries despair of convert- 
ing. He was, in 1944, a stud- 
ent at the Don Bosco Tech- 
nical School in Mandalay. 
When the Japanese invaded 
Burma, he was one of the 
many they pressed into ser- 
vice as interpreters. 

Saved By The Cross 

Maung Bo was attached 
to the Japanese High Com- 
mand, in the office of the 
commander in chief. One day 
a friend of his, an Anglo- 
Burma Catholic, asked him 
to make a cross for him. 
Maung. Bo was good with 
tools. He wanted to help his 
friend. But he would have to 
absent himself from his post, 














and that would cost him 
three rupees. In those hard 








days that was a-lot of money. 
It helped him and his moth- 
er live in something close to 
“Juxury.” 

But he liked the Catholic 
so much, and he also liked 
so much the idea of making 
the cross, that he took a 
day’s leave, with the consent 
of the Japanese. He went to 
his friend’s home, and had 
hardly begun his task when 
he heard the air raid warn- 
ing. Enemy planes coming 
over. He and his friend scur- 
ried deep into the earth. 
When they came up _ they 
saw that all the buildings 
of the Japanese high com- 
mand had been wiped out. 
Not a soul on the premises 
had been spared. 

Maung Bo felt that he 
owed his life to the cross of 
Christ, but he continued to 
be a good Buddhist, making 
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daily offerings of candles 
and flowers at the family 
altar. 

Cross And Cross-Roads 

But in 7 of this 
year there came two dreams 
that altered life for Maung 
Bo, and also for his mother. 
It was the night before a 
Buddhist feast. Maung Bo 
dreamt that he was walking 
down a public road near his 
home. e glittering Bud- 
dhist pagoda with its bell- 
shaped dome was at his left. 
Opposite this, on his right, 
was the Catholic church at- 
tended by the friend for 
whom he had made the 
cross. 

While he was hesitating, 
a Buddhist monk, a bonjee, 
as they call them here, seem- 
ed to come out of the pagoda 
and try to force him inside. 
At the same time two of his 
old school teachers, Father 
Alessi and Brother Dennis 
Cavanagh, seemed to be in- 
viting him to come into the 
Church. 

Brother Dennis died a 
very holy death in June, 
1944, in India; but Father 
Alessi, the former rector of 
the Salesian school in Man- 
dalay, is still alive. He is now 
the Salesian Provincial in 
North India. 

A Cross To Carry 

In his dream Maung Bo 

was impressed by the sweet- 





ness and gentleness of the 
Catholics, and the _ brutal 
coercion of the Buddhist 
monk. He struggled, and he 
made so much noise that his 
mother, sleeping not far 
away, awoke and came in to 
see what the trouble was. 
She woke the boy. He was 
exhausted. But he had de- 
termined on one thing, he 
would not take part in the 
Buddhist feast. 

The next night, before he 
dared go to sleep, he asked 
his mother to sleep in his 
room. The dream returned, 
but this time it was a fear- 
ful nightmare, and Maung 
Bo shouted himself awake. 


Today he and his mother 
are taking instructions from 
the Salesian priests; and 
hope soon to be received into 
the Church. 

They know their decision 
will mean suffering for 
them. They will be classed 
as betrayers of the faith of 
their fathers. But they are 
not daunted by that. The 
boy feels that the cross he 
made for a friend, and which 
saved his life, is not too 
heavy a cross to carry dur- 
ing the rest of his life. His 
mother feels the same way. 
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(Continued from Page One) 
crickets, which are lifted by 
the hind legs and popped 
into the mouth — they are 
gritty, but once you have 
“developed a taste for them” 
you don’t mind — and to 
many other feasts. 

“But please do not think 
this is the daily menu of the 
missionaries in India or 
Burma. Not at all. These 
delicacies are meant only 
for special celebrations.” 

Father Bordin breaks off 
to talk about a recent fire. 

“The convent was in dang- 
er. I was asked to see what 
I could do to protect it. I 
fixed some hose, and carried 
water. I slipped and fell and 
broke my left arm. It was 
in a plaster cast until a few 
days ago. Now I am begin- 
ning to type with it again. 
Yours in Our Lady... ” 

Maybe you’d like to write 
him. 





The 


Precious Blood 
By J. T. Callahan 











Drop by drop, that dreary 
afternoon 

When at Vespertime there 
walked the dead, 

Scarlet spheres upon each 
wind-whipped dune 

Sank, as He, O so profusely, 
bled. 


Such a waste divine, poured 
out by Love! 

For, a road, a veil, a Church 
receive 

Seas, fast-flowing, red, a 
drop whereof 

Would a world redeem, and 
man relieve. 
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